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"Well, I suppose I must make the
sacrifice and marry you.Richard dear,"
the young lady answered demurely.
"If for nothing else in th world but to
preserve you from manufacturing such

LiSEASONABLE.
Our stock of canned goods is large, embracing ABSQIUfEl PURE

"My ghost is certainly a sensible
creature humanly so," said Polly, as
Bhe seated herself in the chair and
began to look over the papers on the
table.

Thei'e were many notes and scraps,
meaningless and disjointed, but finally
she came to a packet containing quite
a lengthy manuscript, closely written,
much folded and fingered.

"The ghost is an author," said Polly,
"and his manuscript has-bee- n rejected.
'Proved unavailable to our columns.'
Poor fellow! Well, I shall read his
tory if it be one. Tho plot thickens.

Think of being able to read a ghost's
story? One that the eye of mortal has
never beheld!"

She began to read, turning the
leaves over slowly at first but gradual-
ly her eyes flew over the closely-writte- n

pages, the words and thoughts
were tilling her with an interest that
she had seldom felt in printed pages.
She finished at last with a sigh of re-
lief.

"If only the woman had not been such
a perfect stick," she said; "if she had
not said such stiff, silly things, one
could feel that the story was beyond
criticism."

She sat a moment in deep thought.
"I will do it," she said, at la3t. "I be-

lieve I can do it; at all events I eh all
try; but not now."

She got up, arranged the papers and
chair just as she had found them and
crept down through the little door into
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VAIN SEARCH FOR EXCLUSIVE STYLES

A Woman Who Didn't Want to Be Com-
mon and Protested.

"O, dear!" she gasped, as she threw
herself into a chair and flung her
bundles on the floor. "O, dear. I'll
never wear this horrid old gray dress
again!"

"Why, what's the matter?" said --the
head of the family, soothingly. "I am
sure you only bought the thing last
week."

"Yes, I know."
"And isn't the house filled with

snips and patches, even at this mo-
ment, the remains of the dressmaker's
tidiness?"

"Well, it's like this," said the woman,
bursting into tears, "when I was out
shopping today I saw a colored woman
with a dress just like mine. Do you
suppose I am going to stand that?"

"Why not?" snorted the head of the
house.

"O, you have no notion of such
things. You never were a woman in
your life. If you had been you
wouldn't ask such silly questions, I
raally believe that my dressmaker told
me a fib about that pattern and style.
She gave me to understand that mine
was the only piece of this pattern ia
New York."

"What difference does it make, any-
way?"

"And I saw a woman with a hat like
mine, too; and I nearly died when I
got into a street car and saw a horrid,
red-hair- ed country girl with shoes just
like mine; and then I fairly fainted
when I waltzed up to the bargain
counter and observed that the 'sales-
lady wore a bow pin just like mine;
and I nearly fell flat in a heap when I
took soda water and noticed that a
servant girl next to me had on terra
cotta gloves the exact shade of mine;
ana 1 nearly swooned when l came
down the street and ran plump into a
fat lady carrying a pair'of twins, and
didn't each twin have on a bonnet like
my darling child's, my Willie boy. I
tell you it isn't right. I wan't to be
unlike other people, I do. Like all
women, I hate to have on things that
everybody has and that are common."

"1 will tell vou," said the husband, -

meekly, "Maria, if you wish to have
exclusive styles, take my advice: wear

pair of rubber boots, a sou'wester, a
tablecloth for a cloak, and a dress
made of a horse hair mattress in-
side out. You will then have nothing
in common with the rest of your tribe.
If it is a go, say so at once, and I will
leave for Canada so as to
give you full swing to your heart's
content!" W. T. Advertiser.

ABRAHAM LINCOLN AS A POET. :

How He Flayed a Cornstalk Fiddle aa
Sane; While Others Danced.

"I noticed some time ago an article
m the Ulooe-Democr- ai in regara to
some doggerel rhyme written by Lin-
coln when he was a boy," said Maj.
Charles Crabshaw to a St. Louis Globe-Democ- rat

man. "I knew Lincoln very
well in hi3 flatboating days. He was
always writing doggerel, and his ac
quaintances supposed that he would
ultimately go tor a poet,- - as win

Carleton would say. I remember
once spending an evening at the house
of a farmer m Sangamon county namea
Hicks. 01d man Hicks,1 as he was
called, had three or four buxom daugh-
ters, and the future president was a
great favorite with them. .He came
in dtft-m- the evening, accompanieu oj
two other young men almost as un-
gainly as himself. We had apples and
cider, gingerbread and honey. Now,t
said old man Hicks, 'if we had a fid-

dle we could have a dance.' Abe sug
gested that one of the girls mightffur-nis- h

the music by whistling, but this
did not meet with her approvaL Pretty
soon we missed Abe, as they aE c jtlled
hfm. In a few minutes he returned
with two big cornstalks. Everybody
was on the qui vive, but not a word
could they get out of Abe. He sat
down by the fire place, took out his

ack-kni- fe and went to worK. in ten
minutes he had a 'cornstalk fiddle' con-
structed and called out: "Choose your -
partners.' We were soon on the floor;
Abe played the squeaky instrument
and sang while we aancea. rio aug
whatever chanced to come into his
mind, improvising a number of verses
of a personal character, much to the
amusement of the party. One verse I
remember was this:

"There's a life on the ocean wave, V

And a home on the rolling deep.
Where the pollywogg wiggle their tails.

And the tears roll down my cheek.
'Old man Hicks beat time on the

First they pumped him full of virus from"
some mediocre cow.

Lest the small-po- x might assail, and leave pit--
marks on his brow.

Then one day a bulldog bit him he was gun-
ning down atQuogue

And they filled his veins in Paris with an ex
tract 01 maa dog.

Then he caught tuberculosis, so they took him
10 uerun

And injected half a gallon of baccilli into
him.

Well, his friends were all delighted at the
Quickness of the cure:

Till he caught the typhoid fever, and speedy
aeaui was sure.

Then the doctors with some sewage did inocu
late a nen.

And Injected half its gastric juice irto his
auaomen.

But as soon as he recovered, as, of course, he
naa to ao.

There came along a rattlesnake and bit his
tnumo in two.

Once again his veins were opened to receive
about a gill

Of some serpentine solution with the venom
in it sun.

To prepare him for a voyage in an Asiatic
sea.

New blood was pumped into him from a lep
rous oiu cninee.

Soon his appetite had vanished and he could
not eat at all,

Bo the virus of dyspepsia was injected in the
IUll.

But his blood was io diluted by the remedies
he'd taken

That one day he laid him down and died, and
nerer uiu awaxen.

With the Brown-Sequar- d elixir tho' they tried
resuscitation.

He never showed a symptom of reviving ani
mation.

Yet his doctor still could save him (he persist-
ently maintains),

If he only could inject a 'little life into his
veins.

Independent.

POLLY PinUlS GHOST.

Pretty Polly Paschall sat bolt np- -
isrht, her red-bro- curls falling in

rich confusion about her white throat.
her brown eyes as wide as if she had

ot been in bed and asleep for hours.
The lamp was turned low, as she had
left it, and shone with a dim, soft
adiance over all the richly-furnish- ed

room.
Polly stared about her. The chairs.

the tables, the little quaintly carved
stand by the window, and which held
her precious pilgrim bottle, were all
just as she had left them. What
could the noise have been.-- ' buddenly
her eyes fell upon the little square
door in the wall high above the book-
case.

My ghost at last!" cried Polly, clasp
ing her pretty little palms together.
She waited a moment in breathless
silence, but hearing no repetition of
the noise which had awakened her,
she sprang out of bed, put on her
slippers and dressing gown, threw some
bits of wood upon the still glowing em-
bers, and turning out the lamp, sat
down before the hre to await the ghost
whose coming she had been expecting
for lo! these many days.

JLhe Paschalls, father, mother, and
daughter, had moved into their
present abode to await the erection of
their own house, and upon the very
first day of their coming Polly had
spied the little "secret door," as she
called it, and selected this for her
room. '

"Just think of the possibilities for a
romance, she said to her latner, ana
he had gotten upon the house-cleaner-'s

tepladder and found the door fastened
hard and fast.

"It is all safe," he said.
"Oh, I want it to be safe from mortal

hands," Polly said; "but ghosts stand
not back for bolts and bars."

"If it is a ghost you want," said her
father, "you may get it. This house
belongs to one of the oldest and at
one time the wealthiest families in the
state. It has stood here for years and
has known many changes, and I pre
sume it could tell many stories and
perhaps give up a good many ghosts.

rented it from a sweet-lace- d, good- -
looking old lady, who lives somehow
and somewhere in those dark apart
ments next door to us. I think she is
the only surviving member of the
noble family whose glory and wealth
have departed. JNo, 1 believe sne tola
me there was a boy, her grandson,
who is working at she told me what
he does but I don't remember."

"How interesting!" exclaimed Polly
"I am sure I shall find a ghost."

But so many uneventful months had
passed since she ensconced herself in
the rooms that she had almost forgot
ten to expect a ghost until
when a noise as of slippered feet walk
ing over a hard, bare floor had
awakened her.

bhe sat for a long time, her eyes
fixed upon the little door, expecting
every moment that a ghostly hand
would undo the hidden lock" and a

hostly form would emerge from the
arkness beyond. But her maid

found her still sitting and fast asleep
the next morning when she came in to
awaken her.

"My pretty Polly will have a gloomy
day of it, I fear," said her father when
he kissed her good-b- y. "It 13 raining
in torrents."

"Oh, thatris delightful," said Polly;
I shall have a good, quiet, lazy,

dreamy aay of it, lust such a day as
one should have after an episode with
a ghost."

Though the ram pattered smoothly
upon the windows, the warmth and
glow within were conducive of day
dreaming. Polly soon - found the
hours of idleness "growing long and
tedious.

I shall try for the hundredth time,"
she said at last, "to see if I can open
the little door which I am sure leads
to my ghost."

trolly was light and graceful and
agile, so to scramble from the back of
the big chair to the top of the book
case was but the work of a moment

The little door which was sunken in
the wall above was of black oak, richly
carved. Polly searched it closely to
see if she could find any possible way
to open it. Suddenly almost by chance.
her fingers touched a little spot in the
eye of one of the carved griffins.
spring clicked and the door flew open
in her face.

Polly gave a scream and sat down
upon the top of the bookcase. She
waited a moment; no sign, no sound
resulted from her successful effort, and
she stood up and peered through the
doorway.

Gradually as her eyes became ac-

customed to the semi-darkne- ss she be
gan to distinguish the objects in the
little room beyond. There was a little
case of books, a large square table and
one chair, big and cosy and comfort
able-lookin- g.

Polly's father had always called her
a "plucky girl," and now she hesitated
only a moment, then stepped up
through the opening into the room be
yond.

It was a very small room she' found
when she had gotten in and the only
door that led from it was locked. The
books on the shelves were old and
rusty looking.

"They belong to a dead generation,
said Polly.

On the table were papers, sheet after
sheet ot manuscript, pencils, pens an
ink. The chair stood before the table
as if some one had just been writin
and upon the hearth were fresh em
bers.

heroines as your first one was before I
redeemed her."

Kichard smiled.
"You are not very complimentary,

Miss Paschall," he said, "but I am glad
to get you upon any terms." Waverly
Magazine.

Something of a Confidence Game.

"See here!" yelled the wrathful man,
as he took off his hat and showed a
head as bald as a campaign lie. .

"Yes, I see," said the druggist. "Did
you ever try my unparalleled capillary
renovator?"

"That's just what I did," answered
the bald-head- ed man, in tones of wrath,
"and here's the result."

The druggist mused a moment.
"It works that way sometimes," he

said. "The hair grows so fast.you see,
that it pulls itself out by the roots.
JSow, if you will only strengthen your
scalp by using a few bottles of my a
acmeistical scalp balm '

At this point thev clinched. In
dianapolis Journal.

A BALLOONIST'S ADVENTURE.

What Happened When He Came Down
on a Bear.

"I killed a grizzly bear once, my-
self," said the balloonist, calmly, as
the Californiau finished a particularly
blood-curdli- tale.

We urged him to tell the story, and
at last, his modesty being satisfied, he
spoke as follows:

"I started from Denver for the Pa-

cific coast in a small balloon a few
years ago. It was during the warmest
part of the summer, and I anticipated

delightful jouraey in midair, across
the Rockies.

"I cut the ropes at 7 o'clock in the
morning. An ascent of perhaps a half
mile brought me to a current of air
which set steadily to the westward.
At noon I was many miles from Den
ver.

"I approached a high plateau, and
the air became so rare that it would
no longer sustain my balloon, and I
landed without difficulty at the brink
of an immense canon.

A little whirlwind struck the bal
loon; it reared, twisted, and collapsed,
leaving me helpless ana atone in tne
wild mountains.

I looked down the chasm. The
midday sun threw his rays clear to
the bottom, ana 1 couia see a tiny
thread of water far beneath. It looked
like a vein of silver.

A large stone lay near. I toppled it
off and timed its fall one, two, three,
five, ten seconds, and the water splash--

d, but the sound never reached me.
"Some noise caused me to turn

bout. A big grizzly was shuffling to
ward me. His awkward and comical
appearance made me laugh;, and the
sound of laughter caused him to stop.
He stood up his full height and looked
at me in amazement.

"Drawing my small revolver I be
gan to shoot at him. Then he got
mad and made a grand holiday rush.

"A parachute lav in the little car,
nd I seized it and sprang far out into

the chasm just as the place
where I had stood.

"In his blind rage he went over the
precipice. Une moment ne seemea 10
pause, casting a loot 01 reproacn ana
silent malediction toward me. Then
he shot down out of sight.

"I followed him slowly and found
him lying half submerged on the brink
of the silver stream.

With some difficulty I got him out
into the deeper current, for liouna
that what seemed but a throb of wa
ter was in reality a considerable
stream.

"I climbed on his huge body, and.
using my parachute for a sail, we sped
memlv' uown the canon.

"Just at nightfall we emerged into
more open country, and I moved

my craft long enough to cut from his
iuicv loin a steak, which I broiled on
the bank.

"All night I journeyed through
mighty forest and gloomy gorge.

At dav break 1 came to a small
town, where the railroad touches the
Grand River. I jumped into the
stream and swam ashore.

'My mute preserver spun around in
the water. 1 looked at him saaiy,
The memory of last night's supper
came to my mind; I felt that I.loved
him. A transitory glow 01 grateiui
triumph shone for a moment in his
filmv eyes; then the waters closed over
him, and he sank from sight forever
more in the-boso- m of the deep.

Reward, for Insubordination.
The American appreciation of inde

pendence and pluck is niustraiea Dy

the following story, says the N. Y.
Tribune, the scene of which was laid
in the office of the superintendent of
motive power of one of the big trunk
lines. The othcial was tired ana out 01
sorts. A friend had just come in lor a
chat with him, when the office boy
brought word that one of the engineers
of the road wished to see his superior.
This increased the superintendents
vexation and he snappily told the boy
to show the caller in. The engineer. ,- r ! JJi.was a eooa-looKin- e: man 01 miuum
ae, evidently dressed in his Sunday
clothes.

Mr. ." he said abruptly, "you
told me that if I would take the repair
train out for one trip you would put
me back on my regular run. I've made
three trirjs now. and I'm tired of it. I
never get a chance to see my iamuy,
I should think you could put some un-

married man, who hasn't been - with
the road as long as I have on the train
and save me back my regular job.

The superintendent was exasperated
orifl ho anirl Hhnrnlv: "You'll keet on
running that repair train until f get
ready to take you off."

The workman drew nimseu up ana
said firmlv but respectfully: "I don't
make another trip on that train. 1 am
going home. When you want me to
e-- on mv resular train send for me."
And with this he walked out of the
room.

The superintendent's companion
heard the mutinous words with sur
prise and said: "I suppose you'll dis
charge him at oncer

"Discharge him!" was the reply.
"Not much. We haven't a better man
on the road than he. If he had sub-
mitted to my tyranny then I might
have discharged him. He will go on
his regular train

An advertisement appears in a west-
ern paper which reads thus: "If
George William Brown, who deserted
his poor wife and babe twenty-fiv- e

years ago, will return, the aforesaid
babe will knock the stuffing out of
him." .

How to Oet Even.

Little Dot "I never saw any one
so stuck up as Gracie Globetrotte is
now."

Little Dick "She's just back from
Europe."

Little Dot "Yes, and she had
a party last night and didn't invite
me."

Little Dick "Urn! If I was you Td
have an anti-chole- ra tea and not invite
her." Street & Smith's Good New.
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Brown's Bakery.
n . .S Tk Oiaimfavomer 01 jiiaiii mu jrruouwii duccwj,

makes a specialty of

FINE CAKES.
ALSO

FRESH BREAD, B UNS, BOLLS
and CAKES, every day.

We use the best material, and take
pains to have an our gooaa nrst ciass.
UAIiL AND BEK US.

C. S. BROW.N, .

Corner Main and Prospect Sts.(116

Cleveland &BuffaloTransit Co.
C. & B. lilJSE."
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Business Gards.
JOHN PORTER,

Attorney and Counsellor at Law.
BLAOKBTONI BLOCK. BATIHKA, O.

IO LOAN. Money to loan on Farm Prop- -
erty JIun rvu.in.ts.,

127l-l- y Eavenna, O.

C. H. GRIFFIN,
ERI1S X. Office overJ.First NationalD Bank. Waice hours Irom a. m. to o p. in.

H. H. BPIER.
AND SUUGEOJir. OfficePHYSICIAN mock.

Office open at all hours.

J. H. DD8SEL,
AT JLAW, and NOTABTATTOBNEV in and German.

Feobion business and .ioreign correspondence
solicited. A gency for reliable Steamship lines
Office over f lath's Clothing Store. Uavenna. O

J. H. NICHOLS.
Attorney at Law and Notary Public. Office

in Fhenix Block.over Second National Bank,
RBVPnnft Ohio.

S. F, HANSELMAN,
AT LAW.ATTOKNKV attorney.

Office In the Uourt House.
(1066) Bsvenaa, O.

I. T. SI DOALL,
Attoroor e--t tawi

Office in Phenix Block. Kavinna. 0

J. W. HOLCOMB,
a TTOBNIY AT LAW.J. Telephone No. 53. Boom 12.Hiddle Block

Ravenna, Ohio. 1112-l- y

" HARKY L. BEATTY,
A TTORNEY AT LAW, NOTABT PUBLIC.

iV, Office, Boom 18, Biddle Block,
1119-l- y Bavenna, Ohio.

I. H. PHELPS,
AT LAWATTORNEY in Swift Block, Ravenna, O.

CARTER'S

ITTLE
IVER
PIUS.

Hick Headache and relieve all the troubles foot
dent to a bilious state of the system, soonaS
Dizziness, Nausea, Drowsiness, Distress after
Gating, Xtun m mo Diuo, -

remarkable success has been shown ia caBBg 4

Headache, yet Carter's Little Liver MIS are)

venting this annoying complaint,while they also
correct all Olaoraeraoi menioiuw: uuiuu.
liver and regulate the boweld. Evan it they only
eurea

Acbetheywcmld bo almost priceless to those who)

suftter from this distressing complaint; bnt fortu-
nately theirgoodness does notend here.and those
Vho oncetry them will find these little pills valu-

able in somany ways that they will not be wil.
line to do without them. But after allaick head

fls the bane of so many Uvea that hereto whers
I we make our great boast. Our pills curs it while
otners ao nut.

Carter's Little Liver Pills are very small and
very easy to take. One or two pills make a dose.
They are strictly vegetable and do not gripe or
purge, but by their gentle action please lall JM
osethem. In vials at 25 cents; five for $1.
py druggists GY&rywuera, m bom vj uau.

.1 . v..b 1

SMALLPILL. SMALL DOSE. SMALL PRIG.

THE BOSTON WOMAN.

Her Characteristics 8t Forth la Detail
by a Critic of Her Own Sex.

The Boston woman is a distinct typ
of feminine character. She differs
from her American sisters almost as
much as if she belonged to another
race or lived in a different planet, says

writer in the Boston uiobe.
She possesses more than ordinary

business capacity. To turn money
seems to be a want in her nature and
this desire of gain never subsides.

In other countries when women get
married they usually retire from busi-
ness life and give the struggling ones
who are single a chance; but the Boa-to- n

woman does no such a thing. It is
surprising to see the number of wom-
en in stores with wedding rings on
their fingers.

She is the most easy-goin- g, matter- -
of-fa- ct business person I ever saw.

bhe never hurries or disturbs her
self to 'suit anyone else, but she be--
lieyes that everyone should hurry to
suit her.

She never takes a step of importance
without due consideration, and if an
undertaking fails the failure cannot
be attributed to lack of forethought.

An miury she rarely forgets. If you
have had the misfortune to incur her
displeasure, go and drown yourself,
because if she can help it you will
never taste another happy moment.

bhe is sometimes prone to condemn
a person for a mere trifle, and at other
times she overlooks very serious
faults.

She takes all the flattery you care
to give her.

In nothing does she pride herself
more than her ed influence es-
pecially social. If yea wish to gain
access to her heart, be sure to tell her
of your unbounded confidence in her
Mifluence.

Her courage in asking for anything
she wants, o matter how absurd the
request mi be, never fails.

ISO one has a clearer insight into her
own interests than our Boston woman.
Her talent for finding means of using
people is truly extraordinary. Why, I
actually believe that while you are be-
ing introduced to her - she is saying:

1 wonder what use I can put you to.
I will not say that this habit is gen

eral or that it is confined exclusively
to Boston women, because that would
be unjust.

With all her foibles there is some
thing noble about her. I admire her
for her candor, her sincerity to her
friends. .

If a Boston woman does not like you,
she is not slow- - in making vou aware
of the fact. Her attitude toward her
friends is admirable. ' Her belief in
their integrity, nothing happier.

I he courage and perseverance of
Boston women are proverbial. If she
has an end to attain she will go
through "fire and water" to attain it.
And as for trying to make her change
her opinion, why, it would be easier to
move a mountain. Boston women are
not exactly pretty, but they are pleas-
ing in appearance. They show good
taste in dress.

A Boston woman reveals herself, no
matter where she goes, by the manner
in which she raises her dress crossing
the street. Instead of catching the
folds a little below the waist and gen
tly raising them, she grasps the whole
concern and pulls it to the right.

This process is extremely ungrace
ful, but it is such an ordinary sight
here that few notice it.

That Borrowed Money.

It was on a State street car and they
were talking so that everybody could
hear every word they said. "I never
would have believed it," said No. 1.
"No, nor I," echoed No. 2, "if it had
happened to anyone else. You see, he

in such good society, and her
foes being the head of such a large
concern I had no hesitancy whatever
about loaning her the money; and to
think she has passed me twice and
never said a word about it. I think she
is actually aisnonest ana aear me,
here she is getting in this very car,"
and both ladies got very red as a
auiet. refined-lookin- g woman made
her way to where they were sitting,
Ah, my dear Mrs. B., smuea the

newcomer; "you are just tne person t
am lookins for. I do want to thank
you for that generous loan and to tell
you how glad I was that I met your
husband that very evening ana couia
so speedily return it. I received a
pretty scolding when 1 arnvea home
for going out . with so little, and I do
hope your helping me out didn't incon
venience vou."

"Not in the least," glibly answered
Mrs. B., who had so recently been on
tenterhooks regarding the self-sam- e

loan. "You need not have Been in
such a hurrv to return it. It was a
matter of so" little consequence."

Here the first two alighted and the
passengers were lelt to wonaer wnai
would happen to that forgetful hus-
band. Chicago Dispatch.

Rice Made Him Strong.

"While thev dwarf their trees and
Rhrnbberv." savs a writer in the Phil--
adelDhia Times, "the Japanese have
made a race of giant men a race 01

wrestlers. These wrestlers often weigh
200. 300 and 400 pounds. At the Im
perial hotel in Tokio they brought tneir
champion wrestler to my room. He
was prodigious in size ana as iat ana
fair as a baby. He was a Hercules in
strength, but looked like an overgrown
cherub of Correggio.

"'What do ye eat?' I asked.
"'Rice nothing but rice.'

'WThv not eat meat?'
"'Meat is weakening. Beef is 70 per

cent water. Rice is 80 per cent food.
I ate lean beefsteak once, and my
Rtreno-t- left me. The other man ate
rice and threw me down.

"My courier said: 'This wrestler is
the Sullivan of Japan. No one can
throw him.'"

Brought It on Himselfi

"Teacher says that the ground
freezes six hundred feet deep in bi--

beria," said Mr. Haicede's son, with a
superior air, "You didn't know that,
din vour

"No, I didn't, son," replied the old
man "an' I'm miirhtv glad you told me,
Ynn've list reminded nie that I want
von to stav home an' dig that tater- -

hole tomorrow. An' while you're at it
vou kin be thankful you ain't in bl
beria." Indianapolis Journal.

The Greek pike was twenty-fou- r feet
long.
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Manager.

her own room.
The next day Miss Paschall surprised

the fashionable stationer on the corner
by ordering a whole ream of "fools-
cap."

m w m w w m

Kichard Blount opened the door of
his bare little "study," put down the
armful of wood he was carrying and
knelt down upon the hearth to kindle
the tire. He was what a casual ob-
server

a
would have called an ugly man.

but he had a good, well-kn- it hgure, a
fine head, and strong though irregular
features.

There was a tired, troubled look on
his face as he sat down at his writing- -
table and bent his head upon his
folded hands. He was weary in mind
and body. His days had been always
days of toil, his life had been one lon
struggle. With a heritage of a good
name that had come to him from his
forefathers there had come from his
father a legacy of debt which he had
been striving for years to pay.

"My task is almost done," he said to
himself. "If I could only get my story
accepted? I feel sure there are good
things in it, but if I only tknevv what
to make the girl say. When a fellow's
acquaintance with women doesn't ex
tend beyond a knowledge of nis own
grandmother he can't have a very
clear idea of what a young girl's con-

versation would be like. Well, I'll try
once more and see what I can do with
it."

He picked up the MSS., which was
folded carefully and still in the place
where he had left it.

Slowly he turned over the first few
pages, listlessly reading tnem.

suddenly he held the paper up close
to the lamp. The handwriting had
changed! There was no break in the
story, but as he read on he found
whole pages which he had not written,
and gradually it dawned upon him that
their additions were giving to his
story a life, a sparkle that it had not
had before.

"Who can have done it?" he said,
when he had finished. "No one knows
of this den but myself not even
grandmother. Perhaps it is a ghost
come back from our past grandeur,"
with a smile, "and a very witty ghost
she is, too," looking at the beautiful.
womanly, writing that was mingled
with his own, "and I feel deeply in-

debted to her fcr her interference.
Well, I shall send the story off again
and if it is published that will make
my assistant show up if she is not a
ghost in very truth, he said, by ana

y- - . . - . .
"I have brought you the magazine

containing the new story that is creat
ing such a sensation," said Polly's
father to her one day. "Nobody knows
the author, but I am told he has made
the greatest hit of the season."

Oh," said Pollv, when she had cut
the leaves. "I believe I shall pay an-

other visit to my ghost's apartment,"
he added to herself on her way to her

room, tne magazine tucked under ner
arm.

She scrambled up on the book-cas- e,

opened the door and went into the
room beyond. Her dress caught on
the door a's she passed through, and
pulled it to with a click. Before she
had time to extricate herself she heard
a key inserted into the lock on the other
side, the door opened and a man walked
in. Polly leaned back against tne wan
frightened.

The young man regarded her .with
a startled expression in his big" gray
eve9- - ...

"How did you get in nerer- - ne
asked at length.

"Through the little door here," said
Polly, breathlessly. "It has shut to
behind me. I thought you were a
ghost."

"JL think it is you wno are tne gnost,
said the vounff man. smiling.

asked Polly.
1 he ghost came up to her.
"You are Miss Paschall," he said.

have heard my grandmother speak of
you. My name is Kichard uiount.

Polly turned her beautilui eyes ior a
moment up to his erood. usrly face and
held out her hand to him.

He blushed as he took it, and for a
moment neither spoke.

"1 fear 1 can not open this little trap
door for you from this side," he said
at last. "There is a long hall leads
over your house to the one grand
mother and 1 occupy now. uome, .

will take you out that way. 1 come
over here so that my light may not
disturb grandmother at night. If your
apartments are near this i fear I have
disturbed vou. he added, as he neia
the door open for her, and she passed
out into the narrow hall.

Oh. no." she answered. "I think I
heard vou once, and then I was so in
hopes vou were a guostr

So vou were caugnt Dy that 01a
little spring lock," said old Mrs.
Blount, when thev had found her, and
Polly's presence was explained. "I
remember being fastened in the little
square room once," said the old lady
gently. "It was when 1 was a young
erirl and here on a visit to your Aunt
Ellen, Richard. Your grandfather in
duced me to climb through the little
door, and then he fastened it behind
me. He said he would not let me out
until I had promised to marry him.
stayed in that night and half the next
day before 1 promised nim. But come,
Richard, we will take Miss Paschall
through the side door of the library
and she will be at home in a moment,
said the old lady.

"There was a time when I was in
hopes vou were a ghost, too." Richard
said to Polly as he held the door open
for her to pass through.

"Why?" asked the girl.
"So that I might hope for further as

sistance in writing my stories," he
answered with a smile.

Not many months passed, however,
before he was telling her that he
could not write without her that he
could not live without her in point of
fact.

hearthstone with the tongs, and we ,
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had a really delightful dance. After
it was over old man Hicks called out:
'Them as dance must pay the fiddler..
Gals, you all owes Abe a kiss, Abe
dropped his fiddle as though it had be-

come suddenly hot, crossed his long
lews, put his bow on his knee, his chin
inhis hands and drawled: 'Mr. Hicks, ,
what did I ever do to you?"

Man a Strong Creature.
He is a strong creature.
He can wear a stiff linen shirt and

button the buttons with his fingers
without breaking it where a woman
has to call a glove buttoner into ser
vice. .

He can tie a four-in-ha-nd scarf so
that it shows it has been tied, is not
ready-mad- e, and yet it is perfectly
even, writes Bao in tne ou vpuis re
public.

. ... t 1 , .
tie can put tne units id 111a uuua

without licking the backs of the but-
tonholes.

He can keep his cuffs clean for a day
without holding his hands as if he
were afraid something were going to
touch them.

He can find more fault and upset a
household and make more women cry
than any other animal.

He is gifted with greater knowledge
about everything than an encyclopedia
and is more willing to disseminate it
than a book agent.

He believes in himself impiicity, ana
that's the reason he gets the better of
everything feminine.

He is a man and he thinks that's an
excuse for every folly he commits.
And really, between you and me, I
don't know but it is. 1 haven't real
spirit. I am what the suffering people
call a "down-trodde- n worm" but then
I was built that way, and you can't .
change your spots, can you?

The imperial cholera commission in
Germany announces its discovery that
wine claret or hock will kill the ba
cilia of cholera in a few minutes. Tea
will kill them in an hour.

Physicians' Pbescbiptions Carefully Compounded.

Place to Buy
UtlKMlUALS,
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to admire in our splendid

J. H. OAKLEY.

Lovers of the Beautiful
Will find many things
assortment of

Pictures, Frames,Easels,
Mouldings, Toilet Cases,
Fire Screens, Etc., Etc.

Our stock of these goods is the largest in the city,
and we shall be pleased to supply your wants at reason-
able prices.

No. 4, Opera Blook.


